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1 Good wishes do not always bring good fortunes.*

' Destiny bears to us our lot, and Destiny is perhaps ons

own will.'

4 Alas! my will is brighter than my doom !'

4 Both should be beautiful, and shall------*

f Oh ! talk not of the future.   Come, Gontarini, come, come

away.'

CHAPTER XII.

SHALL I endeavour to recall the soft transport which this
night diffused itself over my being ? I existed only for one
object; one idea only was impressed upon my brain. The
next day passed in a delicious listlessness and utter oblivion
of all cares and duties. In the evening I rose from the
couch, on which I had the whole day reclined musing on a
single thought, and flew to ascertain whether that wizard,
Imagination, had deceived me, whether she were, indeed, so
wondrous fair and sweet, and that this earth could indeed
be graced by such surpassing loveliness.

She was not there. I felt her absence as the greatest
misfortune that had ever fallen upon me. I could not anti-
cipate existing four-and-twenty hours without her presence,
and I lingered in expectation of her arrival. I could hear
nothing of her; but each moment I fancied she must ap-
pear. It seemed impossible that so bitter a doom awaited
me, as that I should not gaze this night upon her beauty.
She did not come. I remained to the last, silent and anxious,
and returned home to a sleepless bed.

The next morning I called a,t the Delfini Palace, to which
I had received an invitation. Morning was an unusual
time to call, but for this I did not care. I saw the old
Count and Countess, and her ladyship's cavalier, a frivolous
and ancient Adonis, I talked with them all, all of them,
with the greatest good humour, in the hope that Alceste